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But I bethinke me what a weary way 
tsoxn Rauenfpurgh to Colfhall will be found. 

In Rofle and Willoughby wanting your company. 

Which I proteft hath very much beguild. 

The tedioufnefle and procefTe of my trauell* 

But theirs is fweerned with the hope to haue 
The prefent benefit which I pc Heller 
And h ope to ioy is little Idle in loyc. 

Then hope enioyedsby this the weaiy Lords 
Shall make their way Icemc /hort as mine hath done. 

By fight of what I haue, your noble company. 

Bull, Of much lefiTe value is my company, 

Then your good wordcs.But who comes here? 

"Enter Harry Pei fie. 

"North. It is my Tonne young Harry Perfy, 

Sent from my brother Worccller whencc/oeucr. 

Harry, how fares your Vnckle ? (of you. 

H.Ter. I had thought my Lord to haue learned his health 

"North. Why is he not with the Queene? 

H.Ter. No my good Lord,hc hath foi lookc the courts 
Broken his ftafte of office and difpei ft 
The houfholdofthe IOng« 

3 yorth. What was his reafon,he was not fo rcfoluae, 
When lad we fpakc togither? 

H Ter. Becaufe your Lotvvasprodaimed traitor, 

But he my Loris gone to Rauenfpurgh, 

To offer feruicc to the Duke. of Hereford, 

And lent me ouer by Barckly to difeouer, 

What power the Duke of Yorke had leuied there, 

Then with directions to repaire'to Rauenfpurgh, 

"North. Haue you forgot the Duke of Hcrefords bey? 

H.Ter. No my good Lo: for that is not forgot, 

Which nere I did remeinber,to my knowledge 
I iieuer in my life did loolceon him, 

Tforth. Thenlearne toJcnow him now, thisis the Duke, 

H.Ter. My gratious Lo: 1 tender you my feruice, 

Such as it is, being tender, raw, and young, 

W hich eider daies lhal ripen and confirme 







10 


20 


30 


40 


50 


60 


70 


80 



King Rich/tri thcfecond. 

To more approued feruice and defert. j 
Bulk I’thanke thee gentle Perfy, and be fure, 

1 count my felfe in nothing elfe fo happy, 

Asin a foulc remembring my good friends. 

And as my fortune ripens with thy loue, 

It fhalbc ftill thy true loues recompence. 

My heart this couenant makes, my hand thus feales it. 

North. How fa rrc is it to Barckly, and what Ilur 
Keepes good old Yorke there with his men of war? 

H.Ter . There Hands the Caftle by yon tuft of trees, 

Mand with JOO. men as I haue heard. 

And in it are the Lords of Yorke Barkly and Seymer, 

None elfe of name and noble cfhmate. 

Tforth. Here come the Lords of Rofle and W iLougliby , 
Bloudy with fpurring, fiery red with hafte. 

Bull. VVelcomc my Lords, I wot your loue purfues, 

A banifht traitor: all my treafury 

Is yet but vnfclt thanksiwhkh more inricht, 

Shalbc your loue and labours recompence. 

Bofie Your prefence makes vs rich, moft noble Lord. 

Will And far furmounts our labour to attaine it. 

Bui. Euermorc thanked the exchequer of the poore. 
Which till my infant fortune comes to yeares. 

Stands for my bounty: but who comes here? 

North. It is my Lord of Barkly as I guefle. 

Barfly My Lord of Hereford my meflageistoyou. 

Bui. My Lord my anfwere is to Lancafter, 

And I am come to feeke that name in England, 

And Imuft find that title in your tongue, 

Before f make reply to ought you fay, 

B ar. Miftake me not roy Lord.tis not my meaning, 

To race one title of your honor out: 

To you my Lo:I come, what Lo: you will. 

From the moft gratious regent of this land 
The Duke of Yorke:toknow what pri ekes you on. 

To take aduantage of theabfent time, 

And fright our natiue peace with felfeborne armes? 

El Bui. I 


